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cheeks. Wrangel took his friend by the hand and without
a word led him to the cab.
The two companions returned to Semipalatinsk at dawn.
Dostoevsky locked himself in his room and paced back and
forth till morning call, then he went to the summer camp for
training. Upon his return he went to bed without eating or
drinking, and began to smoke pipe after pipe, staring at the
ceiling.
On June 4, he wrote to Madame Isaev as follows: "If you
knew how lonely I feel here. In truth, I am reminded of the
time when I was arrested in 1849 and was buried alive in a
cell, torn away from everything that was lovable and joyful.
I have become so accustomed to you. I never considered our
friendship an ordinary one, but now, when I am deprived
of you, I understand many things from my own experience.
I have lived outside society for five years, alone, with literally
no one to whom I could open my heart, but you received
me as one of your own. How much I made you suffer be-
cause of my bitterness, and yet both of you loved me. I
understand all that, I feel it, I am not heartless. You are an
amazing woman, you have an exceptional soul, the kindness
of a child. You have been a sister to me. The very fact that
you, a woman, stretched out your hand to me marks a date
in my life. At night, in the dark, when I used to confide in
you^ I am so sad that if I wept easily, tears would pour from
my eyes, yet you will not think me ridiculous. At present I
live entirely alone. I no longer know where to turn. Every-
thing bores me here. What a vacuum!"
And actually Dostoevsky lost all his ardor for work, his
gaiety, and even his common sense. He became morose, irri-
table and superstitious. Because Wrangel was in love with a
thirty-four-year-old woman, the mother of six children, who